Whoſe Principles took off thy Grandſire's Head, 


Ford in a Foreign Land to Beg his Bread. 


1 Advice: to o the C a 


1 Think, _ poor 3 A, 

0 Now thou'rt ſer round by a Vile Brood of 1 Men. 
Rebels to Monarchy, Sworn Foes to God, 

| Serpents and Vipers that wou'd drink thy Blood. 


And from whoſe Rage thy Unhappy Father fled, 


And can'ſt thou warm theſe Snakes within thy Breaſt? 


Are they alone to be with Favours Blcſt > 


Sure thou forget'ſt the former Hate they ſhow'd 
Too thee thy Self, as well as all thy Blood. 
Wich what Derifion they thy Perſon Scorn' . 


How with thy Name their Satyrs were Aden ad 5 125 
Or doſt thou vainly Think, by Acts of Love 


The Hearts of theſe, thy Enemies, to move! 
Ah! thou miſtak' a, they re ne re to be Gl 


Sim: ſhine do's only give their Slings an Edge. . 


This Fatal Truth thy Royal Uncle found, 
Who all their Hopes with Higheſt Favours Clos d; 3 
Forgave their Puniſhment to Law they ow d, 5 


And in a Thouſand Ways his Mercy chow'd, 


Vet all in vain: Still with obdurate Hate 5 
And reſtleſs Malice, they Embroil'd his State; 
Strove by unheard- of Plots, his Life to Gain, 
And with Eternal Diſcord fill d his Reign. 
Awake then, 4---4, and Exert the Qu, 
| Show em thou rt fit to be a Sovereign; 
Diſcard the Impious Race, whoſe Threats tefy 
Thy Mimick Power, and Mock thy * : 
Who thy Hereditary Right Dethrone, 


And make thee a mere Poppet of their Oren, S 8 3 
At Will to be Set Up, or Taken DW. 
Who to Diſpute thy Lawful Orders, dare, 


And Judge for thee, who ſhall thy dun Share, . 
Not ſo Ty Dar'd, when Great Eliza's Hand 
The Sceptre of theſe Kingdoms did Command : 


If Her Juſt Will a Subject Diſobey d, 

© She bravely ſtruck he: Rebel-Traytor Dead. 
Oh! that thou would'ſt Her Glorious 1 read, 

\ Then might'ſt thou ſave thy now Devoted H--, 


Love, Mercy, Goodneſs, Piety, are thine, =» 
T - Thou wants but Courage, and thou'rt all Divine, 4 
| Fear not! whole — in * cu will j — 


